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and her husband revealed that his secretary, while eyeing his shirt, subtly mentioned the 
name of a laundry that specialized in removal of problem stains. 
Four hours, five cups of coffee, and one bag of chocolate chip cookies later, she closes 
her worn notebook to use as a convenient pillow. As she nears slumber, she harbors a fra-
gile sense of contentment. If the test is multiple choice or matching, she can surely ace it. If 
not, she can console herself with the realization that her husband's paycheck is sufficient to 
support the family. She cherishes a bit of cowardly security in knowing she can retreat to 
the familiar world of "Hollywood Squares" and "All My Children." 
Vinnie Veteran views college as an exhilarating yet frightening experience. Even the 
terrors of war cannot compare with the traumas each exam affords. A roomful of adoles-
cents fresh out of high school makes him uncomfortable, and now Vinnie is certain they will 
all score higher than he will. Being out of school so long is a definite disadvantage as far as he 
is concerned. 
After playing the cassette recording of his notes for the fifth time, he notices the an-
noyed stares of his family members. (Freud is no match for the Incredible Hulk.) He moves 
to the kitchen, helps himself to a cold beer, and wonders if his veteran's benefits are worth 
the hassle. 
With the familiar military determination returning, he rewinds the recorder and vows to 
show everyone who is "calling the shots." He recites the notes to himself in the same drab 
monotone his professor uses. As he lies in bed, he makes a final attempt to psych himself up 
for the scholastic combat in the offing. 
Sally Scholar, the envy of her classmates, braces her frayed nerves for yet another 
night of study. She trudges to one of LaFayette Hall's mucky brown chairs that bears the 
imprint of her now pleated posterior. 
Although she has been recopying and reciting notes for a week, she knows this is the 
big night. She is determined not to allow this test to spoil her perfect 3.0 gradepoint average. 
As she turns through countless pages of scribbles underscored in red and blue, she 
feels a surge of panic. She cannot seem to remember the basic points, much less the minute 
details. This is it; they have finally broken the thin barrier between her sanity and utter 
madness. She convinces herself that her sadist teacher has hated her since day one. He 
probably pulled her files, discovered her flawless grades, and gleefully decided to ruin her 
for life. 
Despite her rising paranoia, Sally studies ardently until her disgruntled roommate res-
cues her to watch Carson's monologue. Even scholars deserve a little comic relief. After 
three more grating hours of study Sally retires with a Joan-of-Arc sense of dignity. If exams 
are the price of martyrdom, so be it! 
Each of these students will inevitably awake and experience that sinking sensation 
which accompanies any test day. He will wolf down a breakfast of Cheerios, pop tarts, or 
Hershey bars without noticing the taste. Each will grab those well-worn notes, thumb 
through them one last time, and dash to the Education-Nursing Building, swearing that he 
spends ninety percent of his life at school. 
As the class begins to assemble, each student strives to maintain a facade of com-
posure. Everyone shudders to think of the ultimate calamity, cracking up in front of his 
peers. 
Yet as each student makes a concentrated effort to cope with the dreaded experience, 
an air of vaguely pathetic vulnerability lingers. They realize they are the prey, and their 
predator will soon move in for the kill. 
However, the power of human strength should never be underestimated. The student 
is never a helpless creature. Footsteps break the tense silence, the door clicks open, and 
Susie Secretary breezes into the room. As she announces that Professor Pomp is nursing a 
cold and will postpone the exam until Monday, each seething student silently harbors 
enough strength to demolish every building from Norton Auditorium to Bibb Graves Hall. 

The morning glory's bloom is free A Bouquet of Wildflowers 
To those who stroll the fields with me James Battle 
Brown-eyed susan winks her brown eyes 
While goldenrod reels under blue skies. 
Asters bloom for bumblebees, 
For honeybees; crabapple trees. 
The honeysuckle vine forms bowers 
On old oak trees and fills with flowers. 
Daises are the best of all 
They're there to greet us when we fall. 
I think I've plowed this field before. 
It's good to plow it just once more, 
Though I've grown old before my time 
With face as ugly as a sore. 
This field is hurting for some lime. 
It wouldn't cost the man a dime 
To fix it up for years to come, 
But spending mon to him's a crime. 
Although I think he's far from plumb 
To let it go by saving some. 
It isn't mine to fret about. 
This soil has fed the lazy bum. 
But he is weak and I am stout, 
I'll try to please the lazy lout 
And plow it till I wear it out 
And plow it till I wear it out. 
Hired Plowman 
James Battle 
The Meadow Lark is 
Yellow and sings delightful 
Songs on sunny days. 
A Lark 
James Battle 
The Sparrow Hawk hovers 
In the breeze and dives after 
A mouse for its dinner. 
The Sparrow Hawk 
James Battle 
The Cardinal is 
A flash of fiery red flying 
In freezing rain. 
Firebird 
James Battle 
A Rose is a Rose, 
Symbol of love, complete with 
Soft petals, and thorns. 
A Rose 
James Battle 
Beneath the grass is nutriment 
Under the roots and heaven sent 
Like a food for hungry stems 
Lies the source of many whims. 
The Spice of Life 
(Makes the Green G r a s s Grow) 
James Battle 
Ceramic Pot #1 
13" tall, 8" in diameter 
Frank Williams 








you know that I'd love to help you." 
I must have gotten too much sugar in my mouth. Or else she was really lying about us 
being friends. And I wasn't feeling bad either, that was all wrong. I heard her say that, 
though, and at that time 1 was really good at making oral combinations; words and ingre-
dients. I was varying raisins and cookies in proper proportions. I would count ten or eleven 
raisins per cookie for it to taste just right. Some days it took less. But today I just wanted to 
let the raisins stay in the box. I wanted to let the sugar on the cookies melt on my tongue. 
She was feeding me the kind of lies that had made me feel this way in the first place. 
She leaned over and unlatched the clasp on her purse. She reached in and took out the 
cigarette pack. The lighter was already in her hand. 
"Lydia, we have some very helpful people in the guidance department here that would 
be more than willing to help you. I have already talked to some of them and they're more 
than anxious for you to come by for a visit." 
I bet they were. I was getting the purpose of her visit now. It wasn't to talk to me and 
find out what the problem was. It was to get rid of the problem as quickly as possible. Maybe 
they had shock treatment here, too. Maybe they just used this place as a coverup. She 
wanted me to go back to those people who said they were concerned with guiding me, with 
helping me out. She wanted me to agree with those people who worked in the alcohol and 
soiled linen business. I knew those people could convince me that they were helping me. 
They could make me believe that I was wrong for feeling the way I did. And then they would 
make me forget what it was 1 was feeling in the first place. 
I didn't want the unexplained headaches or the tears. I didn't want to see my hands 
wrapped up in gauze and surgical tape and spend hours trying to remember how they got 
that way. 
I think she actually wanted me to ask for steel tables and leather straps. And the way 
my blood felt like fire running through my veins. I looked across at her varicose veins and 
patent leather shoes. I didn't want to get varicose veins or to be cigarette-kissed. 1 didn't 
want to lose the difference between what they told me and what I told myself. 
"Dean Printer, I think that I'm going to be O.K. now. I think that I'm going to fold up my 
sleeping bag and take a shower and get dressed for class." 1 could tell she wasn't impressed 
by what I was saying and was ready to begin her quick little chatter again. "1 think that I am 
going to start feeling better, thanks to you. I'm so glad that you came by." That was really 
true. If she hadn't come by to tell me about the guidance department, I wouldn't have known 
that I had to start being careful about what I said and did. 
She kept sitting there trying to decide whether or not she should snap out anymore 
quick lines at me. She was turning her cigarette pack over in her hands. " I think that we 
could make things easier for you, that's all. I'd like for you to say yes to us helping you." 
I was rolling up my sleeping bag and brushing off the crumbs from my jeans. I closed the 
cookie package and picked out the tangles in my hair. I went to the closet for a clean denim 
shirt. 
"At least come see us later this week and we'll talk." She was getting nervous, sensing 
that I'd understood her a little bit more clearly than she had intended. She picked up the 
purse and straightened out invisible wrinkles from her skirt as she stood up. 
"I'll come see you soon, I promise. I think I can work this out now,really." She was 
gliding down the hall like a curtain brushing against the window sill. For her and for all the 
others that occupied space here, I was going to go to the cafeteria and eat at the same time 
the other girls did. I was going to smile and sleep on my little bed and accept blind dates like 
everyone else. And I would hide my cookies until Sunday afternoons when they were all 
either eating lamb chops and marinated carrots with moms and dads or bicycling down 
some deadend street with a second year pre-med. 
I mimed the rest of the day when everyone came back to the dorm, casually strolling 
out of their way to go by my room. I guess they expected blood. I just waited for my mind to 
become as sleepy as the rest of me. I skipped breakfast the next morning. I just couldn't see 
putting make-up on at seven A.M. to impress burnt toast and Tang. I found my Robert Frost 
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book and grabbed my overalls. I put the overalls on on the way to class. There was some-
thing wonderful about dressing in the middle of the sidewalk. It was one thing I could do on 
that campus that no one questioned. They just kept on chattering into class. That place was 
like a convent of opposites. 
One hour, three times a week was all it took. I wanted to be that teacher so bad I hurt 
every time I went to class. She had the habit of standing at the podium with her hands 
folded, curling the corners of her lecture notes. She would always tell bits and pieces about 
various authors' lives that no one had ever heard before. I would sit at my desk and wish I 
was starving in a basement flat in Paris during the war, afraid to come out for more than a 
glass of claret. I loved all the cheapness she talked about. They all seemed so admirably 
poor. I loved the way she gazed out the window when she had said something she thought 
was worth contemplating upon. The garret windows reflected everything she said. I would 
look out the windows at the same time she did, searching for the thoughts she had stirred up 
in me. I would get frenzied at the rest of the class' absent faces. I couldn't believe they had 
life right out the window and they chose not to look. That one English class was the only 
thing that kept my place in that school of confusion. 
Thursdays I pushed myself the hardest to get excited about swim class. I had taken 
thirteen years of swim lessons and I still feared the water more than anything. I would be 
doing fine until I had to swim under water in laps. Then I worked myself up into such panic I 
would always have to crawl out and sit on the edge of the pool, gulping water I was choking 
on and trying to rub away the chlorine rainbows from my eyes. 
I would be counting the stones in the steps leading down to the pool in the gym when 
the other girls came in. I tried to put off changing into those horrible swimsuits with the crin-
kly rubber bra cups that sat like mashed potato lumps on my chest. There would be fifteen 
slender, tan girls that managed to look like beauty contestants in beach movies in those 
suits, standing on the edge of the pool waiting for instructions. And there would be the two 
or three who couldn't participate because of broken arms, upset stomachs or a new per-
manent they didn't want to destroy. That class was a real test of physical abilities. I wasn't 
ever content until I had the towel wrapped around me at the end of the hour and was on my 
way out to the showers. There, all those perfect smiles and breasts would line up and wait 
for their showers. They would shampoo and dress in clothes that never wrinkled or had 
mustard stains, soft silky blouses and corduroy skirts. I would come outside with bloodshot 
eyes, a cat-picked sweater and baggy jeans, looking like a dimestore headache commercial. 
On that last Thursday, I stood at the top of the gym stairs with my wet suit and cap in 
one hand and the money from home I had gotten in the mail that morning with the "We love 
you, hope you're happy" note tucked inside in the other. I didn't want to see another gym 
class for awhile. I didn't want to be the only one that looked out the windows for life. I 
dumped the suit and cap under a bush by the edge of the gates to campus and waited for the 
first bus downtown. I rode to Tenth and Ivy and caught the commuter out to the airport. I 
had just enough to get to Pittsburgh one way and get some food, a paper and a good room 
for a few days. I was going to keep listening to that difference that kept me laughing and 
crying and running away. I was going to keep that smile on my face and let them keep 
guessing. And I was going to catch up on Italian weddings for awhile. 
Panic loneliness is growing like mold 
Lori Aylsworth in the corners of my cabinets 
First Place Poetry and it fills the air with a damp rotting smell 
the ominous eyes of tomorrow 
peer at me through the darkness 
as i retch weakly in the silence 
there is no escape 
my soul is screaming for release 
but there is no reply 
but the echo of my screams 
spreading to fill the void between the walls 
i am trapped 
held tightly in steel jaws 
and my blood splatters 
running down and staining those snow-white walls 
as i struggle to break away 
So so 
Lori Aylsworth you're here again 
playing a black piano 
the melodies flow effortlessly from your hands 
a clear and fluid stream of bright notes 
that ripple into melodies 
hauntingly familiar 
songs that i half remember 
and, given a word could almost sing them back to you 
as an answer to the piercing glances 
thrown at me with your music 
instead, i stand 
awkward and silent as a mute servant 
held helpless 
in the spell you continually weave 
For E.H. dust on the floor of a tiny theatre 
Lori Aylsworth rises softly, and drifting in the dull light 
forms magical patterns 
in the warm damp air 
in those swirling particles 
i can see the past 
and in my memories 
you are always there 
smiling and singing 
long after the dust has settled 
and everyone has gone home and forgotten 
i will remember 
and the dust will still be there 
stirring to the memory 
of a brief, spot-lit life 
that we once shared 
bom an ancient wizened woman born yesterday 
i spent my childhood crippled Lori Aylsworth 
hobbling through the shadows 
groping with shaking fingers 
for something my cataract-covered eyes couldn't see 
and limped through adolescence 
on aged limbs 
envying my dancing peers their youth 
but happily i and merlin grow younger each year 
and i have shed the dark shroud i was born in 
for the pinks and blues of a child 
thus resurrected 
i run about madly 
trying to make up for all the days spent in darkness 
capturing the delights with fierce joy 
so please 
don't be so quick to laugh 
(cool and collegiate and able to sneer in your security) 
if you should see me singiny to the trees 
chasing leaves under a bright autumn sky 
or building snowmen some dark January night 
i am only trying to collect a debt 
long overdue 
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Who is this Stranger? 
6" X 9" 
Frank Williams 
First Place Illustration 
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who is this stranger? 
a child's voice, high and lilting 
outstretched, empty hands 
thin and angular body a child's too 
not a curve to hide in 
whose eyes are these 
that meet and hold mine 
when i gaze into a brightly lit mirror? 
surely they are not mine 
for they are bruised and aching 
with things i haven't time to feel 
i don't know her 
i don't 
everyone else seems so well acquainted— 
why am i the only stranger i know? 
Who is this Stranger? 
Lori Aylsworth 
Untitled 
4' X 3'6" 
Joan Neidert 
First Place Painting 
Runner up: Best of Show 
l i p 
Yaz I picked up the morning paper, flipped through the first two sections to the sports page, 
James K. Haynes and searched for the box scores. The headline, in bold print, read, "Yaz After Number 97." 
The Boston Red Sox left fielder, Carl Yastrzemski, had played 96 consecutive games of 
errorless baseball, and if he succeeded today, he would set a new American League record. 
"Boy, oh boy, I can hardly wait to see old Yaz boot one today," I said to Don as he 
emerged from the bedroom. 
"You really got it in for Yaz, don't you?" he said, pulling his worn Red Sox ball cap from 
a closet shelf. 
Before I could answer, he looked at his watch and pleaded, "How about it, Jim? Let's 
go. It's almost time for the game to start." 
I tossed the paper onto the chair next to the table and drained the last drop from a can 
of beer. A man needs a little boost nowadays to keep him going. I got up slowly from the 
recliner and shook the kinks out of my legs. Working in a factory is hard on the legs. I pro-
mised myself that I would start jogging again tomorrow. 
Don checked his watch again as we crossed the room. "If we don't hurry, we're going to 
be late," he pleaded. 
"Fenway Park is only on the other side of town, for crying out loud," I shot back at him. 
When we got to the stairs, I began to feel the effects of that third beer. Don was a little 
slow getting ready and I passed the time with gusto. I chuckled at the pun as we went down 
the steps and out the front door. 
Our front yard consisted of a strip of dried grass two feet wide. On the other side of the 
sidewalk rested Don's battered sedan. We crossed the sidewalk and climbed into the car. 
Settling in on the passenger's side, I hollered, "Giddyup, Paint. Let's git where we ain't," and 
started to laugh out loud. 
Don couldn't stand it when I made fun of his '72 Mustang. 
"Stick it in your ear," he spat at me. 
He turned the ignition key and the motor-without-a-muffler caught on with a roar. 
"Fenway, here we come," we shouted in unison. 
I really felt good all over and about halfway to the ball park I even had Don singing Roll 
Me Over. I wished I had brought a couple of cool ones along. My throat gets dry when I sing 
a lot. The heat from the pavement was unbearable when we stopped for a red light. I felt a 
little light headed. 
Don turned the radio on and listened to the news. I began to think about the argument 
we had at the factory the day before. To settle an argument some of the workers started a 
dollar pool. Before long practically everyone had bought a chance. The winner would be de-
cided by who drew the number of the game in which Yaz would make his next error. 
"You don't stand a chance," I warned Don. 
"Number 97," I proudly announced after hastily unfolding the slip of paper I had just 
drawn from the foreman's sweaty cap. 
"That's tomorrow," someone said after checking the Marilyn Monroe calendar on the 
wall by the Coke machine. 
"Did you double check that schedule to make sure today is the right day?" Don asked 
me as he turned the radio off. 
I was a little slow in answering him, but I assured him today was the correct day. "If his 
error were worth as much to you as it is to me, you'd be sure-today's the day, too," I told 
him. 
Street signs which read Bradford Boulevard and Pilgrim's Park told us that we were 
getting close to the stadium. 
Fenway was usually crowded on weekends, but since Yaz had started his string of 
errorless games over three months ago, it was difficult to find a parking place anytime. 
"Park over there on that side street," I suggested, pointing to a narrow lane between 
two tall buildings. "We can make a quick getaway after the game," I drawled, trying my best 
imitation of John Wayne. 
I 
an6 hS \n fiu^d rc^n^, 
Wiik no ifiovujfct o| im îcm kin^ i^jvmi. 
j[oy6, an6 cvm of ijomwd; 
Budding Love 
9" X 10" 
Cathy Mink 
Second Place Lettering 
Don laughed as he tried to parallel park and ground the gears trying to put it in re-
verse. I hid my face behind my hands as I tried to keep from laughing out loud. 
"Alright, alright," he commented, a little irritated. "Don't make fun of cheap transpor-
tation." 
My sides hurt from laughing after he finally parked and I thought about how this had 
become a sort of ritual we went through every time we went to town. 
Still several blocks from the park, I noticed "Yaz" signs, ball caps. Red Sox souvenirs, 
and pennants for sale everywhere. The tempting smell of hot roasted peanuts from a ven-
dor's cart was more than I could take. I bought a bag and when I looked up, Don was already 
twenty feet down the busy sidewalk. 
"Wait up," I yelled. The peanut vendor jumped back a little. I should have apologized to 
him, but I didn't. I'll mention it to him next time, I thought. 
"These things are just going to make me thirsty," I told Don when I caught up with him 
at the intersection. He laughed and told me I didn't need an excuse to drink beer. 
I winked at the pretty girl at the ticket booth and she winked back. Another ritual. If she 
only knew what I meant by that wink, I mused, assuming my Humphrey Bogart image. 
Hurrying through the turnstile and surrendering our tickets to the one-armed fellow 
just inside the fence only took a few seconds. Once inside the building, I noticed that the 
concession area was unusually busy. A little crippled boy approached us and asked if we 
wanted to buy a program. His crutch had an extra piece of sponge rubber taped around the 
top. One end of the tape was rolled up a little so that it stuck to his thin shirt. 
"Keep the change," I said with all the compassion I could muster. 
"Thanks, mister. Yaz's kids appreciate it." 
Yaz's kids, I thought, what does that mean? 
Don bought a couple of steaming hot dogs and some popcorn from a skinny, red-
haired vendor who had a bright red "YAZ" button pinned to the white hat cocked to one 
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Yaz side of his head. 
continued "The change goes to the Crippled Kids' Home that Yaz is helping support, mister.'How 
about it?" 
I noticed that he had a pouch on one side of his rack marked "YAZ" and another pouch 
hung from his belt. 
"Sure, kid. Keep the change," Don said. The boy dropped the change into the pouch 
marked "YAZ." It only came to about thirty cents or so. Big spender, that Don, I thought. 
He handed me a hot dog and I took the ticket stubs from my shirt pocket and read 
aloud, "Section D, Row 8, Seats 9 and 10." 
Entering the runway which led to the boxseats, I smelled the Guldens mustard on the 
hot dog and my mouth watered. It was so strong that I hardly noticed the scuffed concrete 
smell or the freshly-dried paint odor from the box seats. All I wanted at that point was a seat 
and another beer, anyhow. 
"The crowd's really pouring in," Don commented. " I guess we're lucky to get such 
good seats." 
I agreed. 
Lively organ music was getting the crowd worked up. An elderly pair of men sat down 
slowly in front of us. I began to devour my hot dog. 
"Next time one of those boys comes by, grab us a beer," I told Don who was sitting on 
the aisle seat. "Get me a couple of them," I added. 
One of the elderly men complained about his arthritis acting up. Don and 1 exchanged 
grins. The other men mentioned that he had heard that Yaz took the same medication for 
his arthritis. I looked at Don in surprise. I knew that Yaz was no spring chicken, but I could 
hardly believe he had arthritis. 
The announcer began the long list of names for the starting lineups. The managers met 
at home plate and then the umpires' names were read aloud. The fans in front of us stuck 
their hands in the air with the thumbs down and the crowd began a chorus of "Boos." 
"All rise," I said, mocking the booming voice from the loudspeakers. I read the back 
page advertisements on the program while the National Anthem was being played. The 
umpire yelled, "Play ball," and we sat back down. 
I nudged Don in the ribs and asked if he had seen the note at the bottom of page six. 
"No, what is it?" 
"One hundred dollars will be donated to the Crippled Children's Home by Nobles 
Chevrolet for every game of errorless ball played by Carl Yastrzemski," I read. 
"That stops today," Don offered with a laugh. "What are you going to do with the 
money, anyhow?" 
" I don't know. Buy all the beer in Boston, maybe," I said, laughing at the idea. 
The beer vendor came toward us and Don raised his hand. The kid said loudly, "Sorry, 
mister, I'm going to get some more, though." 
Lord, I thought. Here I'm dying of thirst and nothing to quench it. "Hurry up," I shouted 
at him. 
The tempo picked up on the field. Three innings went by before Yaz fielded the ball. He 
handled a pop fly like the veteran that he is. In the fifth inning, he chased a ball into the left 
field corner and made a terrific throw to third base, almost picking off a runner. The crowd 
came to its feet and roared every time Yaz came to bat and every time he fielded the ball. 
The crowd stood for the seventh inning stretch. I stood to look for the beer boy. 
The lights above the center field bleachers were bright and lit up the billboards high 
above the seats. Coke and Camel everywhere. One sign was a little different. It showed a 
picture of a little boy in a wheel chair underneath a bold "HELP YAZ'S KIDS." It reminded 
me of my kid brother who died of polio. 
"He was just lucky," Don said weakly as we sat down. He was referring to a catch Yaz 
had made for the final out in the top of the seventh. 
I didn't reply because I was thinking about the signs we had seen outside the park, the 
crippled kid who sold programs, the hot dog vendor's extra pouch, and the announcement 
at the bottom of the program. I thought about the suffering Yaz must be doing because of 
his arthritis. 
The crack of the bat brought me back to the play on the field. Some of the fans in front 
stood up. The old men pleaded with them to sit down. I missed the play completely. 
With two out in the top of the ninth, the Red Sox only needed one more to win the 
game. The clean-up hitter strode to the plate, swung at the first pitch and sent a line drive 
screaming to left field. The crowd jumped up. I had to half stand to see"and my eyes caught 
a blur of white moving from right to left. I followed the flight of the ball a second, then I shifted 
my eyes to the figure racing back toward the Green Monster, the giant wall in left field. 
The crowd's roar hit its peak as Yaz bounced off the wall onto the cinder track, the ball 
clutched safely in the webbing of his glove. 
Before I realized it, I was jumping up and down, screaming and pounding on Don. "He 
caught it. He caught it," I yelled in Don's ear. 
Looking a little bewildered, Don screamed back, "What's the matter with you? He just 
cost you the pool money." 
"Who cares?" I shouted. "Let's go get his autograph." 
I suddenly realized that I wanted Yaz to play errorless ball forever. 
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My senses tell me the air I breathe is laced 
with the hint of the coming Fall. 
Autumn Lament 
Beth Norwood 
Summer has seen Her glory for another year; 
She is sorry to go, and Her mournful tears 
linger on green leaves 
slightly tinged with a touch of gold. 
A chill wind hurries through the branches of my trees. 
It passes by my body, travels around it, not through it, 
nonetheless, I feel as though it rattles my bones. 
How I dread the coming of Old Man Winter 
and the bitter cold He brings! 
Give me the warmth of the Sun, 
for to be cold, and to know I will not see Summer 
for dreary days on end, reminds me of Death . . . 
and that is an unpleasant thought 
in an already unpleasant World. 
What secrets you hide as you sit against the blue skies; 
still, remote from time. 
Within the cracks and crevices are shadows of youth, pictures of tomorrow that never 
came and remembrances of how a kind man's words faded, even unintentionally. 
Hushed, the moon rests easy casting light upon the sacrifices given. 
Secrets are heard only by the yearning hearts of yesterday's burdened animal 
as it rustles upon the gold treasures of our earth. 
The stars intensely shine with a glaze upon the past remembering us and our tenderness. 
What Secrets You Hide 
Deborah K. Lindsey 
The grass stands tall, forlorn, withdrawn as it whistles through the wind's 
touch, awaiting the morning mist and renewal. 
The wood is older, the grain as visual grey with time's depth. 
As I gaze upon you and your enchantment I gasp for breath; not only from your beauty, 
but remembering the affection we shared, entangled with hope and promises. 
A kind man's words faded like a stranger I once saw, and so briefly love 
escaped me once again. 
Oh, what secrets you hide as you shelter it all amidst your crumbling four walls. 
Today, the prejudice is vanished, buried. 
I am just a fool for the old times I suppose. 
Standing here with a recurring vision of the years gone past and the nights 
grown long without a trace of a kind man's words. 
I love the echo you whisper to me; you old delapidated barn with your broken-
down gate, forbidden loft and the secrets you hide. 
Gently I listen with softened ears and I feel the touch of him and his once-
worshipped expressions fading softly, in my mind, even unintentionally. 
